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At  Sacller's  Wells,  the  costume  and  sceuery  of  this  play  were  appropriate  to  the  pcrioil  of  Fraucis  the 
First. 

In  strict  propriety  the  costume  of  the  King  and  nobles  shonld  consist  of  short,  brightlj'-  coloured 
jerlvins,  reaching  just  below  the  waist,  Y.'ith  rather  full  sleeves,  slashed,  and  confined  at  the  wrists  ;  em- 
broidered belts  round  the  waist,  coloured  tight  hose ;  often  of  a  different  colour  in  the  two  leg-,  and 
velvet  shoes.  Short  mantles  may  be  worn  by  the  young  nobles.  Count  De  St  Vallier  aud  Count  Do 
Cosfce  and  the  elder  guests,  may,  with  propriety,  wear  long  velvet  or  silk  gowns,  of  purple,  crimson,  or 
other  rich,  colours,  with  borders  of  fur.  Tlie  hair  should  be  v^orn  full  and  long  in  the  style  familiar 
tons  from  Raphael's  ea^'licr  i)ictures.  The  head-dress  of  the  younger  men  is  a  small  coloiu'cd  velvet  caj) 
with  a  raised  edge,  often  scalloped  and  ornamented  with  a  chain  and  medal.  The  Fool,  of  course,  wears 
ft  motley  suit,  with  a  hood  like  that  worn  by  Shakspere's  fools.  His  second  dress  should  be  a  long  gown 
o£  saber  colour.  Blanche's  dress  should  be  dove-coloured,  with  scalloped  sleeves  and  a  tight  body.  The 
Cauntess's  costume,  of  the  same  cut,  shonld  be  of  velvet,  slashed  and  embroidered  with  gold.  She 
may  wear  a  gold  net;  a  silk  or  chenille  net  would  also  be  appropriate  to  Blanche. 


STAGE    DIRECTIONS. 

Exits  AND  Entrances.— R.  means  Jii!/?it,-  li-Left;  D.  T.  Door  in  Flat ;  B,.  B.  Rigid  Door ;  L.  D. 
left  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance ;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance ;  M.  D.  Middle  Door;  L.  U.  E.  Left  Upper 
Entrance;  R.  U.  E.  Right  Upper  Entrance;  L.  S.  B.  Left  Second  Entrance ; "P.  S.  Prompt  Side;  O.  P 
Uwj'ostfc  Prompt. 

Relative  Positions.— R.  means  Right;   L.  Left;    C.  Centre;   R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;   L.  C.  Left  of 
Centre. 

R  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

♦»♦  The  Rcadei  is  supposed  to  lo  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 
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ACT   I. 
SCENE  I. — An  Apartviient  in  tJie  Louvre. 
Enter  VISCOUNT  DE  PIENNE  and  the  MAR- 
QUIS  DE  LA  TOUR   LANDRY,  E.,    meeting 
CLEMENT  MAROT,  the  Poet,  l. 
Lan.    Good  day.  Master  Clement  Marot— how 
fares  thy  poetship  ?  hath  thy  muse  laboared  lately  ? 
hast  any  news  for  us  ? 

Be  P.  Or  hath  the  excessive  supremacy  of  folly 
driven  the  gentle  art  of  poesy  fix>m  our  courtly 
domain  ? 

Mar.  Right,  sir  marquis  ;  under  the  auspices  of 
our  good  king,  Francis  the  First— whom  Heaven 
long  preserve— folly  is  indeed  supreme ;  in  act  and 
thought  alike,  our  still  consistent  sovereign  has 
placed  the  royal  fool  highest  in  favour,  and  illus- 
trious nobles,  literaries,  and  privy  counsellors, 
must  bow  their  heads  to  the  bauble  and  the  bells. 

Lan.  Tribonlet  is  indeed  the  leading  star — even 
the  ladies  of  the  court  delight  to  bask  in  his  all- 
powerful  rays. 
De  P.  Excessively  singular,  really. 
Mar.  His  light  is  but  the  borrowed  splendour  of 
the  moon,  bestowed  upon  his  pale  face  by  the  sun- 
like  countenance  of  his   sovereign.     Deprive  the 
fool  of  these  illuminating  smiles, , and  the  shine 
would  be  soon  taken  off. 
Lan.  Well  said,  Marot— is  it  not,  my  lord  ? 
De  P.    Excessively!      But  who   is   this  young 
sprig?    the  fashion  of   his  dress  bespeaks  some 
style,    and   the   exquisitiveness    of   his    perfume 
evmces  an  elegance  of  judgment  wliich  alone  must 
stamp  him  one  of  us. 

ioji.  'Tis  young  De  Brion— descended  in  a  direct 
Ime  from  the  Dukes  of  Milan. 

Mar.  I  have  heard  of  the  youth.  He  has  the 
smack  of  true  nobility  about  him,  has  entered 
early  mto  all  the  luxurious  dissipations  of  Fran- 
cis's court,  and  promises  to  be  a  thriving  pupil  of 
onr  royal  master. 

Enter  DE  BRION,  L. 

Be  B.  (Sings.)  "Vive  la  liberte— la  liberte— la 
coeur  de  gaiete."  A  fair  day  to  your  lordships. 
Master  Poet,  hast  seen  anything  yet  of  that  dear 
httle  blue-eyed  angel  who  accompanied  M.  de 
Chambannes  at  his  last  visit  to  the  Louvre?  I 
have  not  slept  these  two  nights  for  thinkiu"'  of  her 
lovely  rmglets,  the  twinkle  of  her  delicious  eyes 
and  that  wicked  little  dimple  in  her  chin. 

Mar.  I  like  the  warmth  of  your  admiration, 
monsieur,  although  your  precocity,  I  think,  is 

Be  P.  Excessively  singular,  really ! 

Be  B.  Not  at  aU.  I  have  been  full  sis  months 
from  my  father's  castle,  have  already  been  in  love 
twelve  times,  and  have  been  run  away  with  twice 

Lan.  I  admire  your  fortune,  my  young  spark 

De  P.  And  I,  excessively!  ^       -=    i        • 

Be  B.  But  where  is  Triboulet  ?  His  Majesty  hatli 


twice  inquired  for  him  during  the  last  half  hour. 
Hark,  I  hear  his  bells !    he  comes,  even  while  I 


Enter  TRIBOULET,  D.  F. 

Lan.  Triboulet,  you  are  come  even  to  our  wish. 

Be  B.  The  dog  heard  his  master's  whistle  and 
knew  he  was  wanted. 

Tri.  It  is  not  every  puppy  that  knows  his  place. 
Why  are  you  out  of  the  nursery  ?  What  seek  you 
here  with  me  ?  Is  it  to  require  my  cap  and  bells  for 
playthings  ? 

Be  P.  Excessively  severe,  really ! 

BeB.  Come,  come.  Master  Triboulet,  kcepyoui 
wit  for  a  higher  quarry— the  king  awaits  you. 

Tn.  Oh,  gracious  king,  to  Wait  the  leisure  of  a 
fool ! 

Mar.  'Tis  not  the  king  alone— the  courtiers 
requu-e  your  advice  as  to  the  prosecution  of  the 
fete.^ 

Tri.  The  assembled  nobility  of  France  need  the 
counsel  of  a  fool!  Oh,  happy  nation,  where 
buffoonery  leads  all  classes  by  the  nose. 

Be  B.  Come,  come,  you  are  wanted— the  loveli- 
ness of  our  countrywomen  have  palled  upon  the 
sated  vision  of  our  king.  He  is  tired  of  so  much 
beauty— your  ugliness  will  relieve  his  eyesight. 

Tri.  Reheve  mine,  young  sir,  and  vanish.  I  hate 
to  seethe  young  serpent  essaying  to  spurt  his  venom 
ere  he  hath  well  cast  his  skin. 

Be  P.  Excessively,  severe  really ! 

Be  B.  Your  impertinence,  friend  Triboulet,  is 
something  like  your  hump— a  nuisance  very  pro- 
minent in  a  place  which  would  be  the,  better  for 
its  absence. 

(Triboulet  looks  after  Mm,  with  a  malicious  scowl.) 

Lan.  Now,  Tribonlet,  let  us  hear  the  news. 

Tri  Le  Comte  de  Vallier  is  pardoned. 

Be  P.  Excessively  singular,  really!  Pardoned 
after  attempting  to  stab  the  king. 

Tri.  Even  so;  petticoat  interest  preserved h*s 
^^^•■ij'^^®  ^^°"  ^^  *^^^"  *^^y  ^is  daughter;  it 
would  have  been  unkind  to  have  cut  off  the  head  of 
his  natural  father-in-law. 

Lan.  And  the  fair  Diana  of  Poictiers  remains 
the  mistress  of  our  amorous  sovereien  ? 

Tri.  Ave,  thanks  to  the  poor  Triboulet,  who 
procured  his  master  the  enjoyment  of  so  exqui=ito 
a  prize. 

Lan.  I  have  heard  the  tale— you  laboured  hard  to 
persuade  the  lady  of  the  folly  of  living  with  an  old 
father  when  a  youthful  king  was  sighing  at  her 
feet. 

Tri.  My  labour  was  repaid  — I  gratified  my 
monarch  and  my  revenge !  De  Vallier  honoured 
me  with  a  blow  before  the  whole  assembled  court. 
I  swore  retaliation  of  the  damning  insult,  and  I 
achieved  it.  He  struck  me  upon  the  breast,  but  1 
smote  him  upon  the  heart. 

Be  P.  Excessively  awful,  really  1 
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Enter  DE  BRION/rom  hacTi. 

Be  B.  Nobles  and  gallants,  hither  instantly  I  I 
haye  news  for  yon — news  with  an  eternity  of 
pleasure — excellent  news — laughable  news  —  ad- 
mirable news — nay,  impossible  news ! 

All.  What  is  it  F  what  is  it  ? 

De  B.  Guess,  if  you  please.  Nay,  take  a  year, 
and  then  give  it  up. 

Do  P.  Excessively  annoying,  really  I 

Mar.  What  is  the  subject? 

Be  B.  Triboulet ! 

Lan.  What  of  him? 

De  B.  Something  extraordinary  has  happened  to 
him. 

Mar.  Has  he  grown  straight  ? 

De  P.  Has  he  been  chosen  ambassador  to  the 
Hippogriffs ! 

Co?.  Or  has  the  bandy-legged  cur  been  appointed 
turnspit  ? 

De  B.  Something  still  more  incredible — guess 
again. 

Do  P.  Excessively  singular,  really. 

Mar.  Has  he  found  an  ape  uglier  than  himself  ? 

Mont.  Has  the  beast  had  a  soul  infused  into 
him? 

De  B.  I'll  give  you  ten  times  more.  Triboulet 
the  buffoon — Triboulet  the  deformed,  possesses 
Boraething  enormous. 

Lan.  Oh,  that  must  be  his  hump. 

De.  B.  No — he  has  a  mistress. 

Mont.  A  mistress !  impossible ! 

Mar.  The  youth  is  joking ! 

De  B.  Gentlemen,  I  swear  it  on  my  soul !  I'll 
show  you  the  door  of  the  house — he  goes  there  every 
evening  in  a  brown  cloak,  and  locks  the  door  after 
him  like  a  jealous  guardian.  I  found  the  matter 
out,  rambling  at  nightfall  near  the  Hotel  Cospc. 

Cos.  What  can  that  stripling  want  at  nightfall 
near  my  hotel?  Does  the  page  as  well  as  the 
Eovereign  covet  my  countess  ? 

Lan.  We  have  each  a  grudge  against  Triboulet— 
here  is  an  opportunity  to  revenge  ourselves. 

Cos.  I  join  in  it  heart  and  soul. 

Mar.  Let  us  meet  to-night  and  endeavour  to  steal 
away  his  mistress. 

Lan.  Agreed !     Hush— not  a  word— he  returns. 

Mont.  Triboulet— the  Cupid ! 

Ee-cntcr  FRANCIS  and  TRIBOULET,  c.  d.  f. 

Fran.  How,  my  gentle  gallants,  what  is  this  ? 
Have  you  left  the  lovely  portion  of  my  court  to  its 
own  amusement?  Nay,  then,  ye  must  expect 
plotting  and  cabals.  If  you  will  desert  the  heaven 
of  these  beaming  smiles,  and  shun  the  happiness 
of  looking  into  these  delightful  eyes,  why  on  your 
own  heads  fall  the  retribution  ye  deserve. 

Tri.  A  sensible  speech !  It  strikes  me  that  your 
sacred  majesty  is  drunk. 

Fran.  Silence,  Sir  Fool!  Give  orders  for  the 
dance. 

(A  hallet — at  the  conclusion  of  wliich 
enter  OFFICER  of  the  GUARD,  L.) 

OjSn^cer.  The  Count  de  St.  Vallier  demands  an 
audience  of  the  king. 

Tri.  (Eagei'Iy.)  Admit  him  instantly. 

lExit  officer,  L. 

Fran.  "Whom  does  he  say  ? 

Tri.  An  old  acquaintance,  sire,  requests  admission 
to  the  fete. 

Fran.  Who  can  it  be  ? 

Tri.  The  Count  de  St  Vallier ! 


Fran.  Ah !  let  him  not  approach ! 
Tri.  He  is  here. 

Enter  ST.  VALLIER,  l.,  cTiained. 

St.  V.  Francois  de  Valois,  sovereign  of  France, 
once  more  behold  the  injured  St.  Vallier  in  thy 
presence.  I  come  not  here  to  thank  thee  for  my 
life,  granted  to  me  at  the  price  of  my  child's  dis- 
honour—granted to  me,  when  upon  the  public 
scaffold  I  had  already  faced  the  death  I  would 
have  devoted  thep  to,  had  my  old  limbs  been  firm 
of  purpose  as  my  heart— I  come  not  here  to  ask 
thee  for  my  daughter;  the  blood  of  St.  Vallier 
cannot  brook  dishonour;  the  broken-hearted 
father  disowns  his  soul-polluted  child  !  Francis  of 
Valois,  I  go  to  prison,  to  waste  in  the  damp  air  of 
some  dungeon  the  few  days  spared  to  me  in  this 
life— the  life  you  have  stained  with  infamy  and 
shame. 

Fran.  This  audacity  is  beyond  endurance— St. 
Vallier,  retire. 

St.  V.  King,  the  fleur-de-lis  of  gold  is  on  thy 
brow;  my  temples  are  encircled  with  a  nobler 
crown — ^the  hoary  locks  of  honest  age. 

Tri'.  (l.)  Has  your  majesty  a  vacant  bishopric 
you  could  bestow  upon  the  venerable  count  ?  Tis 
pity  that  so  excellent  a  preacher  should  be  unap- 
pointed. 

Sir  V.  Miscreant !  Crooked  alike  in  mind  and 
body,  who,  with  a  viper's  tongue  can  mock  a 
father's  grief,  be  thou  accursed !  May  Heaven 
grant  thy  bUghted  heart  may  one  day  feel  the 
sufferings  inflicted  now  on  me!  Dost  thou  rejoice 
in  the  name  of  parent?— May  thy  child  come,  like 
mine,  to  open  and  to  public  shame — (Triboulet 
shudders)— and  when  despair  shall  burst  thy  heart, 
and  thou  lookest  around  thee,  as  I  do  now,  in  vain, 
for  one  consoling  glance,  the  old  man's  curse  will 
sink  into  thy  soul  \—(Bell  sounds.)— Hark !  'tis  the 
great  bell  of  Notre  Dame !  YHiere'er  that  sound 
reverberates  upon  thine  ear,  remember  that  an  old 
man's  curse  —  a  father's  curse  is  hovering  o'er 
thee ! 

{The  King  has  hecn  much  excited  durinp 
this  Scene,  and  struggles  with  his 
feelings — fie  half  rises  from  his  Couch, 
as  if  wishing  to  stop  St.  Vallier,  who 
remains  in  the  centre  with  one  Hand 
pointing  to  Heaven,  the  other  at 
Tribonlet — Triboulet  ismuch  alarmed, 
and  is  evidently  unable  to  face  the 
Count— the  Courtiers  group  behind— 
Guards  L.) 

EBTD  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  l.—A  Street  in  Paris.    Bark. 

Enter  MADELONNE,  B.  —  She  very  cautiously 
approaches  the  opposite  side,  and  gives  a  low 
whistle,  which  is  answered  as  from  a  distance. 

Mad.  He  comes !  my  gloomy,  brutal  brother, 
whose  trade  is  blood!  Now  must  I  endure  his 
hideous  temper,  or  resign  into  his  hand  the  few 
sous,  which  during  a  day  of  toil  and  wearisome 
appeal  have  been  extracted  from  the  unwilling 
pockets  of  the  passers  by.  Ah,  Madelonne,  would 
that  the  world's  reproach  were  off  thy  tribe,  that 


THE 

honest  industry  once  more  might  cheer  thy  ways, 
and  meagre  want  be  satisfied  without  recourse  to 
the  ever  open  paths  of  vice. 

Enter  SALTABADIL,  L. 

Sal  So,  wench,  you  are  late !  where  hast  been 
loitering?  I  trust  you  have  not  been  deluded  to 
stop  wasting  thy  money  within  the  fascinations  of 
the  wine  shed. 

Mad.  Brother,  you  know  I  never  approach  them, 
save  in  the  way  of  business— to  see  if,  by  the  aid  of 
my  music  and  my  dancing,  I  can  pickup  something 
for  the  starving  children  at  home. 

Sal.  True,  we  must  not  forget  the  orphans— be 
virtuous  and  prosper.    Hast  made  any  appointment 
for  to-night  with  anybody  worth  fleecing  ? 
Mad.  With  no  one.  ,        ,,       „  ^^ 

Sal  What  the  devil  hast  been  after,  then  ?  thou 
does  neglect  thyself— those  bows  and  frippery  affect 
me  not.  Much  depeudeth  on  the  beauty  of  out- 
ward appearance,  therefore  follow  my  advice  and 
look  to  it.  What  money  hast  thou  made  ? 
Mad.  {Criving  it.)  But  little. 
Sal.  Little !  nothing !  How  darest  thou  look 
thine  honest  brother  in  the  face,  and  bring  home 
such  trash  as  this  ?  Should  I  be  out  of  luck,  and 
not  employed  to  use  my  sword,  and  earn  a  few 
golden  crowns  by  ridding  some  offensive  fellow  of 
his  life,  what  will  become  of  us  and  our  orphan 
brothers  who  depend  upon  our  exertions  for  their 
existence?  Hence!  home  with  you,  you  lazy 
ba^age !  boil  the  lentils,  and  see  that  there  are  no 
goesipl  near  my  dwelling,  or  I  may  chance  draw 
blood  which  I  may  ne'er  be  paid  for.  No  words ! 
to  your  home  I— {Exit  Madelonne,  L.)  Termagant ! 
devil !  but  to  business— the  time  is  near  on  which 
my  friend  in  the  brown  cloak  must  pass  as  usual, 
to  the  abbey  yonder.  He  must  have  business  in  my 
or  he  never  would  affect  such  mystery— he 
-I'U  observe  him. 

{Retires.) 


way, 
comes - 


Enter  TRIBOULET,  B.,  in  a  pla,in  Hat  and  brown 
Cloak. 
Tri.  A  curse,  an  old  man's  curse  hangs  over  my 
devoted  head  !  I  mocked  his  grief,  the  sorrows  of 
a  parent !  I  laughed,  but  fear  was  in  my  soul. 
The  cui'se !  it  weighs  upon  my  mind — he  touched 
upon  my  Blanche— my  child— my  all.  God  in 
heaven,  let  her  pass  free !  on  me  alone  the  curse 
must  fall— it  must  not  touch  my  child.  Where  now 
is  my  revenge  ?  Where  the  delight  I  felt  at  his 
disgrace !  The  old  man  triumphs,  and  Triboulet  is 
indeed  the  fool.  Oh,  misery  !— Is  this  to  live  ?  to 
find  no  joy,  save  in  another  s  woe  ?  to  wander  like 
an  evil  genius  through  the  world,  blasting  the  seeds 
of  good,  and  mingling  gall  in  other's  cups  of  bliss! 
True,  the  world  hath  slighted  me,  scorned,  spurned, 
trod  upon  me ;  but  am  I  happy  in  my  revenge  ? 
Under  the  cloak  of  my  buffoonery,  I  carry  a  depth 
of  hatred,  painful  even  to  my  own  heart ;  I,  though 
the  world  despises,  must  I  hate  myself?  I  will 
away— wiU  leave  this  cursed  king  and  his  volup- 
tuous court,  and  in  some  far  distant  land,  I  will  in 
honest  life,  endeavour  to  defy  the  fury  of  St.  Val- 
uer's curse,  happy  in  the  possession  of  my  Blanche, 
the  sole  relict  of  my  angel  wife,  the  only  woman 
who  ever  looked  upon  this  misshapen  frame  with 
eyes  of  kindness. 

Re-enter  SALTABADIL,  L. 
Soft!   I  am  observed!     {Wra-ps  cloal  alouthim.) 


COURT    FOOL.  < 

Who  is  the  ruffian,  that  seems  as  if  he  dared  dispute 
my  path  ? 

Sol.  Sir,  may  I  ask 

Tri.  Oh,  charity— I  have  none. 
Sal.   No,  sir,  'tis  not  that,  I  am  no  beggar— I 
earn  my  living  honestly  and  like  a  virtuous  gentle- 
man— I  would  speak  a  few  words  with  you ;  for  I 
fancy  that  you  are  in  need  of  my  assistance. 
Tri.  What  are  you  ? 
Sal.  A  man  of  the  sword. 
Tri.  A  thief ! 

Sal.  How !  would  you  insult  me  ?  my  natural 
politeness  can  allow  for  your  mistake ;  I  see  you 
rambling  every  evening  in  this  disguised  state — is 
it  love  or  revenge  that  takes  your  attention  ? 
Have  you  a  woman  to  look  after,  or  an  enemy  to 
get  rid  of  ? 
Tri.  I  never  speak  of  my  business  to  strangers. 

{Ahout  to  pass,  Salt  stops  Mm.) 

Sal.  It  is  for  your  own  good  I  speak— we  will 

suppose  that  you  have  a  delicate  young  creature  in 

a  snug  corner,  and  that  some  coxcomb  has  been 

throwing  tender  glances  at  her. 

Tri.  Well  ? 

Sal.  Well,  well,  for  a  certain  consideration,  the 
man  might  be— got  rid  of. 
T)t.  Ah  !  now  I  understand— a  common  stabber. 
Sal.  No;  I  never  kill  for  pleasure— I  take  life  but 
to  support  my  family— and  if  I  do  shed  a  little 
blood,  how  much  wickedness  do  I  not  prevent  ? 
Many  are  the  intrigues  I've  put  a  stop  to. 

Tri.  Indeed !  a  public  guardian  of  female  honour 
—and  pray  what  is  your  charge  for  killing  a 
gallant  ? 

Sal.  According  to  his  rank;  tell  me  his  name, 
and  I'll  tell  you  my  price. 
Tri.  You  have  a  scale  of  charges  then  ? 
Sal.  Certainly !  you  would  not  have  me  kill  an 
honourable  and  vu-tuous  gentleman  as  cheaply  as  I 
would  kill  a  lawyer  ? 

Tri.  No,  no ;— well  then,  for  a  gentleman  ? 
Sal.  Why,  nobility  run  high  ;  they  carry  swords, 
and  one  stands  a  chance  of  getting  a  poke  in  return. 
A  nobleman  is  worth  the  price  of  two  citizens  at 
least. 

Tri.  Do  citizens  ever  play  at  this  same  game  of 
stabbing  ? 

Sal.  Oh,  yes, by  way  of  a  luxury;  and  pay  well 
for  it  too. 

Tri.  Do  you  not  dread  the  torture  and  the 
gibbet  ? 

Sal.  No ;  I  pay  a  trifle  to  the  police,  and  they— 
never  see  me. 
Tri.  And  how  do  you  set  about  the  business  ? 
Sal.  According  to  my  customers ;  I  can  acccomo- 
date  them  either  at  home  or  in  the  street.    For 
the  latter,  I  have  a  long  sharp  sword,  with  which 
I  can  feel  my  way  in  a  dark  night. 
Tri.  And  how  do  you  manage  at  home  ? 
Sal.  I  have  a  sister,  a  pretty  sprightly  girl ;  who 
sings  a  bit,    and  dances  at  the  cafes,  or  in  the 
streets,  she  has  a  bright  eye,  and  a  good  leg— she 

entices  the  gallant  to  us  at  night,  and  then 

Tri.  I  understand. 

Sal.  Some  opiate  in  his  drink,  and  all  is  well — 
that  is  my  quiet  way  of  doing  business— I  keep  no 
shop — and  make  no  stir — nor  am  I  one  of  those 
dirty  scoundrels,  who  go  skulking  about  with  a 
dagger  in  their  sleeves ;  banditti,  whose  courage  is 
as  short  as  their  weapons.  This  is  my  instrument 
—at  your  service. 

{Sliows  a  very  long  sword^) 
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Tri.  Thank  you— I  am  not  in  want  of  anything 
in  your  way  at  present. 

Sal.  When  you  do,  let  me  have  your  custom,  and 
I'll  be  bound  to  please  you— I  hope  you  will  not 
think  the  worse  of  me  for  my  free  discourse — my 
course  of  life  is  honest,  I  take  no  money  but  what 
I  earn,  'tis  better  than  begging. 

Tri.  Oh,  yes,  I  think  you  a  very  worthy,  in- 
dustrious character. 

Sal.  I  am  a  widower,  and  have  four  children ; 
they  must  be  brought  up  respectably— I  should 
have  no  pretensions  to  the  character  of  a  gentle- 
man, if  I  were  to  let  them  starve.  (Crosses  to  R.) 
Should  you  ever  want  me,  I  walk  every  day  before 
the  Hotel  dee  Maine.    My  name  is  Saltabadil. 

Tri.  A  gipsy  ? 

Sal.  Of  the  true  Zingari  breed— Monsieur,  I  kiss 
your  hand. 

[^Exit,  liumr)i\ng  an  air,  E. 

Tri.  Hence,  monster!  who  coldly  traffics  in 
human  blood,  and  prides  himself  upon  honestly 
executing  the  commissions  entrusted  to  him  by 
his  fellow-wretcheB— and  yet  how  similar  in  oui* 
pursuits — a  bitter  tongue  is  shai-p  as  venomed 
steel.  Nor  pill,  nor  potion,  nor  emplastrnm  can  cure 
a  bruised  mind,  nor  heal  the  fissures  in  a  broken 
heart. 

ZExii  L. 

SCENE  ll.—Triboulet's  House.  On  the  L.  i>  the  high 
wall  of  the  Hotel  Cosse.  A  door  in  the  icall.  On 
the  R.  is  the  house— a  wall  about  eight  feet  high, 
encloses  a  court  before  the  house,  running  from 
back  of  stage,  nearly  to  front —the  parting  between 
(Tie  two  walU  forms  a  blind  alley,  leading  into  the 
street — houses  seen  behind,  with  steeple  of  Notre 
Dame.  In  the  court  of  the  house,  a  bench  and  a 
set  tree.  A  Clievaux-d^-frize  runs  from  end  of  wall 
to  first  wing,  R.  Door  in  wall  next  audience,  and 
door  in  side  of  house— window  practicable. 

Enter  TRIBOULET  down  the  alley,  which  through- 
out the  8ceHC  is  tlu:  only  entrance,  except  fromtlie 
house  through  the  court. 

Tri.  Once  more  have  I  reached  the  haven  of  my 
happiness,  unnoticed,  unobsei-ved  by  the  hateful, 
meddling  world,  whose  cares  I  leave  behind  me,  and 
defy — in  passing  that  door,  I  became  another  man, 
and  casting  off  the  attributes  of  my  detested 
function,  devote  myself  to  happiness  and  love.  ( Uiu 
locks  the  door.)  My  Blanche!  Blanche,  my  girl! 
Blanche  I 

BLANCHE  opens  the  door  in  house— joyfully  runs 
into  the  court,  and  embraces  herfatMr. 

Blan.  My  dear,  dear  father  I 

Tri.  My  child — my  only  one — my  all.  (Embrace.) 
Are  you  weU  ?  are  you  happy  ?  Rest  here,  upon 
your  father's  bosom ;  place  your  arms  about  my 
neck  ;  every  day  more  beautiful — every  hour  more 
like  thy  sainted  mother.  You  are  happy— you 
want  nothing  ? 

Blan.  How  kind  you  are  to  me,  my  father. 

Tri.  I  love  but  you,  my  Blanche,  I  have  but  you 
in  this  wide  world,  you  are  my  only  good.  Others 
eovet  riches,  I  want  not  the  yellow  dross,  I  have  my 
child.  The  pride  of  ancestry,  power,  fame — I  want 
them  not— I  have  my  child ! 

Blan.  Dear  father,  yon  are  agitated. 

Tl*t.  With  happiness,  my  Blanche.  Do  I  not 
hold  my  daughter  in  my  arms  ?  Come,  let  us  sit 
down— I  have  but  little  time  to  spare  ^\ith  thee. 


Oh!  you  are  aU  your  mother!— you  often  pass 
your  hand  across  your  brow,  as  she  was  wont  to 
do ;  and  these  beautiful  ringlets,  they  seem  to  me 
the  same  golden  tresses  which  adorned  my  bride 
when  joyously  I  led  her  to  the  celebration  of  the 
marriage  rite. 

Blan.  Father,  dear  father ;  I  never  knew  parent 
but  you ;  tell  me  who  was  my  mother  ? 

Tri.  You  knew  her  not  ?  true,  I  had  the  blessing 
but  a  few  short  months  ;  she  is  dead,  and  here  with 
her  to  the  tomb  the  secret  of  her  faithful  love— my 
happiness  was  short,  but  so  intense,  that  it  flew 
past  like  the  lightning's  flash ;  a  ray  of  vivid  light 
descending  into  the  hell  of  my  existence.  Did  I 
not  see  you  I  should  say  'twas  all  a  dream— she 
loved  me,  yet  I  was  poor,  miserable,  and  deformed. 
She  saw  the  world  despised  the  hnuclibacked  out- 
cast, her  feelings  were  aroused,  and  Love,  twin- 
sister  to  the  cherub.  Pity,  entered  her  heart,  and 
she  consented  to  be  mine— Death  snatched  her 
quickly  from  me,  and  save  thee,  my  child,  my  heart 
is  desolate. 

Blan.  Well,  father,  speak  then  of  yourself.  Con- 
sider my  difficulties— I  have  been  here  in  Paris  two 
mouths,  aud  know  not  even  my  family. 

Tri.  You  have  none. 

Blan   I  know  not  even  my  father's  name. 

Tri.  No  matter!— 'twere  worse  than  folly  to 
nurse  a  curiosity,  which,  if  gratified,  must  lead  to 
endless  misery  and  shame.  I  am  thy  father, 
Blanche,  and  in  that  title  am  I  happy. 

Blan.  Our  neighbours  of  Clinon,  the  little  village 
in  which  I  was  brought  up,  looked  upon  me  as  an 
orphan  before  you  came, 

Tii.  I  should  have  left  you  there,  but  that  I 
could  no  longer  live  without  a  heart  that  loved 
me. 

Blan.  Dear  father,  do  not  be  angry  ■with  your 
Blanche. 

Tri.  My  child !  Angry  with  thee  ?  no,  no. 

Blan.  I  should  like  to  go  out  some  evening,  and 
see  a  little  of  Paris. 

Tri.  {Starts  up.)  Never,  never;  yon  have  not 
dared  go  out  ? 

Blan.  No,  dear  father,  except  to  church — to  St. 
Germain  iu  the  Fields. 

Tri.  And  Dame  Berarde  was  with  thee  ? 

Blan.  Always,  dear  father. 

Tri.  Thy  veil,  did'st  wear  it  ? 

Blan.  Sometimes. 

Tri.  Ah!  she  maybe  seen,  followed;— I  may  lose 
her.  Blanche,  you  must  remain  withiu  doors ; 
you  know  not  the  pestilential  aii*  of  Paris.  Dame 
Berarde !     Dame,  I  say. 

Enter  DAME  BERARDE  from  House. 

My  daughter  has  been  out  without  her  veil,  how 
was  that  .'^  Don't  stand  there  inventing  an  excuse 
for  thy  carelessness ;  have  everything  ready  for 
our  early  removal  to-morrow  morning — I  know 
another  house,  more  retired  than  even  thifi. 

Dame.  B.  More  than  this  ?  Why  this  is  a  perfect 
desert. 

The  KING,  in  a  plain  Dress  and  Cloak,  coines  down 
the  alley,  listening. 

Tri  The  door  there  opening  to  the  quay,  yon 
keep  that  shut  ? 

Dame  B.  Certainly. 

Tri.  Blanche,  when  you  come  from  church,  does 
anyone  follow  you  ? 

Blan.  Neveri  dear  father. 
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Ti-i.  Dame,  should  she  be  followed,  summon  as- 
sistance. 

Dame  B.  I  should  scream  out  murder  I 

(He  unlocks  the  door,  which  opens  out- 
side— the  King  hides  behind  it — Tri- 
houlet  loolcs  cautioulij  into  the  alley.) 

Tri.  Blanche,  I  must  away— farewell,  my  child ! 
(He  embraces  her— the  King  slips  into 
tlie  Court  of  the  Houses  and  hides  be- 
hind a  tree.) 
Tri.   Dame,   remember !— no  lights  at  the  win- 
dow— no  chatteriniTs — no  visitors. — 

Dame  B.  Lord,  sir,  yon  need  not  be  afraid ;  how 
do  you  think  a  man  could  get  in  here  ? 

(Sifie  sees  the  King,  and  is  about  to  cry 
out — he  throws  her  a  purse,  she  catches 
it,    and  putting   it   into  her  %yocket, 
smothers  her  cry.) 
Tri.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Dame  B.  My  corn— I  struck  my  com  against  the 
leg  of  this  bench. 

Tri.  Remember,  then,  knock  at  the  door  who 
may,  you  are  not  to  open  it. 
Dame  B.  No ;  not  even  to  the  king. 
Tri.  The  king !— above  all,  not  to  the  King.  Let 
not  that  vicious  monster  contaminate  this  abode  of 
innocence  by  his  pestilential  breath.  Farewell,  my 
child,  farewell ! 

(He  Tcisses  his  daughter,  wraps  his  cloalz 

about  him,  and  hastensout  of  the  alloy 

— Blanche  looks  after  him.) 

Blan.    My  dear,  dear  father;   the  least  thing 

alarms  him— he  is  truly  devoted  to  his  child.     I 

ought  to  have  told  him 

Dame  B.  About  what  ? 

Blan.  The  young  cavalier,  who  watches  me  every 
Sunday  at  church. 

Dame  B.  Why  should  you  tell  him  that  ?     Your 
father    is   cross  enough  as  it  is,  and  the  young 

cavalier  is  so  very  handsome 

Blan.  That,  indeed,  he  is. 
Dame  B.  You  do  not  dislike  him,  then  ? 
Blan.  Dislike  him  ?  on  the  contrary,  he  is  ever 
present  to  my  thoughts,  and  I  cannot  help  imagin- 
ing that  he  is  nobly  bom. 

Dame  B,  Oh,  he  is  a  very  channing  man,  there's 
no  doubt. 

(The  dame  stands  between  the  King  and 
Blanche,  he  gives  her  a  piece  of  gold  at 
every  commendatory  sentence  she  ut- 
ters.) 
Blan,  His  heart  may  be  read  in  his  eyes. 
Dame  B.  Bless  his  pretty  eyes. 
Blan.  I'm  sure  he's  brave ! 

Dame  B.  Oh,  he'd  fight  like  a  turkey-cock,  I've 
uo  doubt. 

Blan.  And  yet  how  tender  an  expression  I 

Dame  B.  Tender  as  a  boiled  chicken. 

Blan.  I  am  convinced  he's  generous. 

Dame  B.  I  begin  to  think  he  is. 

Blan.  Of  an  excellent  temper ! 

Dame  B.  Quiet  and  good-natured. 

Blan.  And  in  person  symmetry  itself! 

Dame  B.  Oh,  he's  a  delicious  Httle  duck ! 

Blan.  I  like  to  talk  about  him. 

Dame  B.   I  know  you  do— he's  brave,  tender, 

generous,  beautiful 

Fran.  Oh,  the  devil !  she's  beginning  again. 

CEmpties  his  pockets.) 

Dame  B.  I'm  sure  this  handsome  nobleman  loves 

you  to  distraction.  (Holds  her  hand — Francis  signs 

he  has  no  more.)  I  fancy  I've  pumped  our  gentle- 


man pretty  dry.    Not  a  sous  more,  eh?    Well, 
then,  not  a  word  from  me  ? 

Blan.  I  do  not  wish  him  to  be  a  nobleman — I 
would  rather  have  him  a  poor  scholar  from  the 
country.  Such  a  one  would  love  more  truly.  I 
am  sure  he  loves  me.  Would  he  were  here  now 
before  me— (Ifc  comes  down  and  kneels— Dame  goes 
out)- that  I  might  say  to  him,  "  Be  happy— I  lovo 
you."  (She  turns  and  sees  the  King.) 

Fran.  Go  on,  lovely  creature — repeat  the  charm- 
ing sentence,  worthy  of  the  beautiful  lips  by  which 
it  is  uttered. 

Blan.  Have— have  pity  on  me  !— I  hope  no  one 
has  seen  you— go,  should  my  father  return 

Fran.  Go,  when  I  hold  you  in  my  arms  ?— you 
love  me,  you  have  said  so. 

Blan.  For  pity's  sake  do  not  remain. 

Fran.  You  wish  me  to  go,  yet  know  that  my  fate 
is  linked  to  yours. — Come,  dearest,  look  on  me ; 
you  have  confessed  you  love,  and  yet  are  not 
warmed  with  its  glowing  flame.  Love!  'tis  the 
sun  of  the  soul,  the  pride  of  wealth,  the  sceptred 
pomp,  the  chivalric  glory  of  the  battle  field— all 
are  as  nought  to  love — life  itself  is  but  a  flower, 
but  love  is  the  honey  it  contains — come  then,  my 
timid  one,  your  lover  brings  you  happiness  and 
life  ; — come,  let  us  love. 

(Offers to  embrace  her,  slie  refuses.) 

Blan.  I  tremble  so,  I  can  scarcely  support  my- 
self— leave  me. 

Dame  B.  (Appearing  at  window.)  1  wonder  how 
they  get  on. 

Fran.  Say  it  once  more — whisper  it  in  my  ear — 
entrance  me  with  little  phrases— you  love  me  ? 

Blan.  You  overheard  me— why  should  I  repeat 
it? 

Fran.  I  am  happy ! 

Dame  B.  They  are  beginning  to  understand  one 
another. 

JBlan.  I  am  lost ! 

Fran.  No,  no,  you  are  happy  here  with  me. 

JBlan.  With  you,  a  stranger  ? 

(Quittinghim  a  little.) 

Dame  B.  Now  I  think  he  makes  himself  quite  at 
home. 

Fi-an.  Let  us  no  more  be  strangers  to  each  other 
—I  am  a  scholar,  my  name  is  Theodore  Lecon— I 
am  poor,  very  poor 

Dame  B.  That's  a  story,  I  know. 

Fran.  Poor  in  everything  but  love. 

DE  BRION,  DE  PIENNE,  CLEMENT  MAROT, 
TOUR  LANDRY,  and  COSSE,  come  down  tJie 
Alley,  all  cloaked — with  a  Servant  carrying  a  dark 
lanthorn  and  a  ladder. 

De  B.  This  is  the  spot,  gentlemen—  the  house  here 
to  the  right. 

(They  grope  their  way  down  the  stage, 
as  it  becomes  gradually  dark.) 

Dame  B.  {Whispering  from  window.)  Sir,  there 
are  persons  outside. 

Blan.  Perhaps  'tis  my  father— you  must  go 
now. 

Fran.  Curses  on  the  intruders,  whoe'er  they  are 
— when  I  had  the  game  too  in  my  hands. 

Blan.  Dame,  hasten,  unfasten  the  door  that 
opens  on  the  quay ;  he  can  escape  that  way. 

Fran.  What,  leave  you  so  soon  ?  may  I  see  you 
again  to-morrow  ? 

Blan.  No— yes— I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Dame  B.  Now,  sir,  you  must  away. 
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Blan.  Will  you  love  me  for  ever?  do  not  deceive 
me ;  and  yet  I  deserve  it,  for  I  have  deceived  my 
father. 

Fran.  Never  will  I  deceive  thee!  one  kiss,  my 
Blanche,  npon  those  lovely  eyes— farewell,  my 
lily  of  the  night ! 

lExit. — Dante  goes  into  lioiise.—The 
Noblemen  have  been  loolcing  carefidhj 
about  the  AUey  -with  the  lanthorn—De 
Brian  peeps  through  the  keyhole  of 
Triboulet's  door. 

Cos.  Don't  you  find  it  very  close? 

De  P.  Excessively  sultry,  really — and  yet  I  am 
afraid  that  the  moisture  of  these  damp  alleys  will 
take  all  the  curl  out  of  my  beard. 

Cos.  I  am  too  near  home  to  be  comfortable.  That 
is  the  wall  of  my  garden,  should  my  countess  hear 
of  my  gallantry 

De  B.  Yon  think  she  might  be  tempted  to  re- 
taliate. 

Be  P.  Excessively  likely,  really ! 

(They  all  speal:  in  -whispers.) 

Mar.  Let  us  lose  no  time,  place  the  ladder  here, 
and  keep  strict  watch  without. 

[_Exit  Servant. 

Lan.  Marot,  climb  and  reconnoitre ;  'tis  natural 
for  a  poet  to  mount. 

(Marot  ascends  the  ladder.) 

Blan.  (Who  after  watching  the  King  out,  remains 
in  an  attitude  of  thought.)  Theodore  Lecon — name 
of  him  I  love,  I  need  not  repeat  it,  'tis  already  en- 
graven  on  my  heart. 

{She  goes  into  house.) 

Mar.  I  have  seen  the  girl. 

Omnes.  No ! 

Mar.  But  for  a  moment— she  is  an  angel,  a 
divinity ! 

Lan.  Djimn  that  Triboulet ! 

Be  P.  The  crooked  rascal,  to  monopolize  a  fine 
girl  here  in  a  blind  alley  1  excessively  improper, 
really  I 

Mar.  (Comes  doicn.)  Now,  gentlemen,  are  wc 
still  resolved  ? 

De  B.  Certainly— we  have  made  np  our  minds 
to  punish  Tribonlet— wo  have  brought  a  ladder,  let 
us  scale  the  walls,  and  carry  off  his  mistress  to  the 
Louvre,  that  his  majesty  may  see  her  in  the  morn- 
ing. 

Lan.  Yes.  I  suppose  his  majesty  will  put  a 
finishing  touch  to  this  business. 

Omnes.  Of  course,  certainly,  'tis  but  proper. 

Cos.  Stay,  gentlemen,  I  don't  think  it  quite 
right  that  the  king  should  have  every  woman — 
how  would  he  like  it  if  anybody  was  to  romp  with 
the  queen  ? 

De  B.  Nonsense  I— royalty  has  prerogatives,  you 
know. 

TRIBOULET  cones  down  the  dUey. 

Tri.  I  am  returned,  but  why  I  know  not. 

Mar.  Gentlemen,  'tis  Tribonlet  ? 

{The  lanthorn  is  shut.) 

Tri.  I  could  not  help   obeying  the   impulse— a 
a  horrible  presentiment  of  evU  seems  to  hang  upon 
my  mind.    Blanche,  my  love,  are  you  still  secure  ? 
(He  leans  against  the  door.) 

Lan.  A  double  victory— let  us  kill  him. 

Mar.  No,  how  could  we  enjoy  the  laugh  against 
him  to-morrow  ? 

Cos.  But  he  is  in  our  way. 

De  B.  Leave  it  to  me— Cosse,  do  not  you  speak. 

Ti-i.  Who's  there? 


De  B.  'Tis  1 1 

Tri.  Who  is  I  ? 

De  B.  Zounds!  don't  swallow  me  up  alive— De 
Brion ! 

Tri  I  know  you  not  in  the  dark.  What  do  you 
here  ?  "' 

De  B,  We  are  come  to  caiTy  off  Madame  de  Cosse 
for  the  kmg. 

Tn.  Very  well,  do  so,  'twUl  serve  the  old  fat 
paunch  right. 

Cos.  I  should  like  to  break  one  of  his  ugly  legs. 

Tri.  The  tun-bellicd  abortion  has  no  right  to 
render  so  handsome  a  woman  miserable  by"  living 
with  her— I  will  lend  you  a  hand. 

De  P.  Excessively  friendly,  really ! 

Mar.  You  will  be  known,  we  are  all  masked. 

Trt.  Well,  give  me  a  mask,  too. 

Mar.  Here  is  one,  shaU  I  tie  it  on  for  you  ? 

{Marot  ties  a  folded  handkerchief  over 
f/te  eyes  of  the  inasfc,  and  round  Tri- 
boulct's  head.) 

Tri.  Your  mask  does  not  fit  my  face,  and  the 
night  IS  so  dark  I  cannot  discern  you  from  each 
other.    No  matter— 'twill  not  be  for  long. 

De  B.  Now  then,  hold  the  ladder  whUe  Marot 
descends  to  unbolt  the  door. 

2Vi-  Cosse's  hotel  is  on  this  side.        (Pointing,  K. 

De  B.  Nonsense !  you  have  turned  about  so  much 


in  the  dark  you  know  not  where  you  are.      See- 
re  is  the  ladder. 


her( 


Tn.  True,  true.  Now,  Marot,  quick!  (Marot 
gets  up  the  ladder  and  over  the  wall  into  Triboulet's 
yard  or  court;  he  opens  the  side  door  and  admits  the 
others— Landry  and  De  Brion  immediately  enter  the 
House  —  Blanche  screams.)  Poor  countess'  she 
screams !  and  yet  is  willing  to  quit  her  gross  and 
venerable  lord— no  matter,  'twill  serve  to  keep  up 
appearances.  (Seream  again.)  Her  cries  delight 
me,  for  I  enjoy  the  idea  of  the  tortures  suffered  by 
her  bereaved  lord ! 

(He  crosses  to  l.  comei:—They  bring  out 

■r.    ^   .„  ,     -Blanc/ic,  and  ca)-ry  her  up  iJie  alley.) 

De  B.  Take  care  of  the  ladder. 

Tri.  What  mockery  is  this  ?  De  Brion,  Marot* 
gone !  (Puffing  his  hand  up  to  the  mash.)  I  have 
been  blind-folded !  —Ha !  ( Observes  the  open  door  in 
his  wall—i-ushes  into  the  yard,  and  snatching  up  the 
lanthorn  which  De  Brion  placed  upon  the  bench, 
surye^|s  the  house  and  yard— he  sees  Blaiiche's  veil 
%L-hich  fell  from  her  head  as  she  passed  through.) 
Almighty  Heaven!  'tis  my  daughter  they  have 
stolen!  My  Blanche!  my  child!  thy  father  calls ! 
(He  rushes  out  of  the  yard.— The  bell  of  Notre  Dame 
tolls— he  drops  the  lanthorn,  and,  falling  on  his 
Icnees,  exclaims)— The  curse!  the  old  man's  curse 
begins  to  work ! 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— The  King's  Ante-chamber  in  the  Louvre 
— Door  to  tlie  King's  Bedroom,  c— Couch  and 
Table,  L,,  Drinldng -vessels  on  Table. 

FRANCIS    discovered   on    Couch   in    his   rohe   de 
chambre. — COURTIERS  atfendi?ig  in  groups. 

Fran.  And  so,  gentleman,  you  have  really  soo . 
ceeded  in  capturing  Triboulet's  mistress  ? 
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Mar.  We  have  her  here,  sire.  {Pointing,  k!) 
But  the  porters,  last  night,  saw  us  bring  her  in. 

De  B.  Aye,  but  all  the  servants  of  the  Louvre 
have  been  ordered  to  tell  him  that  no  female 
entered  the  palace  last  night. 

Fran.  Excellent,  my  forward  pupil,  you  rapidly 
improve. 

De  B.  It  was  I  who  planned  this  adventure,  sire, 
from  the  commencement,  and  it  won't  do  to  see  it 
spoiled  when  so  near  a  happy  conclusion. 

Lan.  I  have  sent  Triboulet  a  message,  as  from 
an  unknown  friend,  that  his  love  has  been  carried 
to  the  Hotel  d'Hauteford. 

Be  P.  Excessively  excellent,  really!  that  will 
carry  his  suspicions  far  beyond  the  Louvre. 

De  B.  1  don't  know  that ;  Triboulet  is  sharp- 
vfitted  and  clear-sighted ;  we  cannot  always  keep 
last  night's  bandage  over  his  eyes,  remember. 

Mar.  How  the  poor  fool  will  rave. 

Mont.  Let  him  do  so,  we  scarcely  repay  him  a 
thousandth  part  of  the  torture  his  venomous  re- 
marks have  oft  inflicted  on  our  hearts, 

De  P.  To  pay  off  our  long  arrears  against  the 
hunchback  is  excessively  delightful,  really. 

Fran.  I  should  like  to  see  the  wench. 

Mont.  Certainly,  your  majesty;  marquis,  con- 
duct the  mistress  of  the  fool  to  the  presence  of  her 
sovereign, 

[Exit  Marquis  de  la  Tour  Landry,  B. 

Fran.  Rob  my  fool  of  his  mistress,  delightful ! 

De  B.  Nay,  your  majesty,  she  may  be  his  wife, 
for  aught  we  know,  or  care ;  we  have  robbed  him 
of  her,  that  is  enough, 

Fran.  His  wife !  I  saw  his  daughter  last  night ! 
I  knew  not  he  was  a  man  of  family. 

Enter  LA  TOUR,  leading  BLANCHE,  veiled,  n. 

Lan.  Come  in,  fair  lady,  and  do  not  tremble,  yon 
are  now  in  the  presence  of  your  king, 

{Blanche  throws  herself  at  tlie  King's 
feet — he  signs  to  Courtiers  to  retire. 
— Some  exit  L.,  others  B. — The  King 
raises  her  up,  and  removes  her 
veil.) 

Fran.  Blanche! 

Blan.  Ah !  you  here  !  Theodore  Lecon  ?  Oh, 
Heavens,  are  you  the  king  ? 

Fran.  I  did  not  expect  this  pleasure,  my  beauty ! 
my  Blanche !  come  to  my  arms ! 

Blan.  Touch  me  not,  sire !— Theodore !  Oh, 
Heavens  I  my  brain  will  burst !  I  know  not  what 
to  say !— Oh,  my  sovereign,  have  pity  on  me ! 

Fran.  Pity,  Blanche  ?  I,  who  adore  you!  What 
Theodore  said,  the  king  repeats !  I  love  you,  you 
love  me,  and  we  are  happy !  You  thought  me  a 
low-bred  clerk,  or  something  even  worse— I  am  a 
king  I  there  is  nothing  in  that  name  to  banish 
love. 

Blan.  He  mocks  me  I — would  to  Heaven  I  were 
dead ! 

Fran.  Does  the  name  of  king  inspire  you 
with  horror  ?  Wealth,  honour,  pleasure,  bound- 
less power,  all,  all  are  mine,  for  I  am  king ! 

Blan.  Oh,  my  heart !  how  little  does  he  resemble 
the  imaginings  of  my  love ! 

Fran.  You  fancied  me  some  stupid,  timid  lover ; 
one  of  the  sentimental  blockheads,  who  think  to 
subdue  the  proud  heart  of  woman  by  melancholy 
sighs  and  piteous  looks. 

Blan,  Would  that  my  father  were  here. 

Fran.  Your  father  ?— He  is  my  fool,  my  buffoon. 


my   slave!    my  will  to  him  is  irrevocable  law. 
Come,  then,  let  us  love 

Blan.  Oh,  Heaven !  what  is  to  become  of  me  ? 

{Weeps.) 

Fran.  Tears?  the  tears  of  outraged  modesty  and 
love !  my  Blanche !  my  dear,  dear  girl,  weep  no 
more,  yon  stili  are  dear  to  me ! 

Blan.  No,  sire,  no!  I  love  you  no  more. 

Fran.  I  see  that  I  have  unintentionally  wounded 
your  feelings. 

Blan.  You  have  indeed !  you  are  no  longer  the 
adoring  Theodore,  the  humble,  yet  ardent  winner 
of  my  love ;  you  are  my  sovereign,  yot  have  you 
trampled  on  the  heart  of  the  poor  girl,  who  flew 
to  you  for  protection  from  the  ruffians  of  your 
court. 

Fran.  Blanche! 

Blan.  Why  was  I  torn  from  my  peaceful  home 
'midst  shouts  of  joy!  you  knew  I  loved  but  you, 
yet  you  have  robbed  me  of  the  only  being  who  loved 
me — my  father !  give  me  to  his  arms. 

Fran.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  well ;  my  pardon 
in  a  kiss ! 

Blan.  Stand  off !  leave  me,  I  say !  Ah,  this  door 
—I  may  escape. 

{Blanche  runs  into  room,  c.  f — the 
King  laughs  and  follows. — Marot 
enters  from  E.,  as  if  observing.) 

Mar.  Poor  girl,  she  has  taken  refuge  in  the 
king's  own  chamber.  Gentlemen,  you  may  ap- 
pear. 

Enter  COURTIERS, /rom  e.  and  l. 

De  P.  And  so  the  lamb  has  sought  shelter  in 
the  lion's  den  ;  excessively  ridiculous,  really. 

De  B.  Silence,  gentlemen — Triboulet  approaches, 
I  hear  his  bells, 

Lan.  We  must  appear  as  unconcerned  as  if  we 
knew  nothing  of  the  matter. 

De  B.  As  mute  as  mice. 


Enter  TRIBOULET,  as  Fool,  L. 

Lan.  Yes,  gentlemcE,  it  was  then.— Ah,  Tribou- 
let, good  morning ;  we  are  at  a  stand  still— we  have 
been  making  nonsense  verses,  but  proceed  most 
lamely — even  Marot  has  been  compelled  to  halt. 
Tri.  What  is  your  subject  ?  {Crosses,  c.) 

De  B.  The   Siege   Of  Marseilles.     I  have  just 
finished  my  verse  : — 

When  up  the  ladders  to  storm  the  town, 

Bourbon's  brave  troops  did  go ; 
Triumphant  jeers  were  shouted  down. 
On  the  fools  who  watched  below. 

{Pointing  sneeringly  at  Triboulet.) 

Omnes.  Excellent!  capital!  {Laughs.) 

De  P.  Excessively  witty,  really!    Now,  Tribou- 
let, give  us  your  verse. 

Tri.  But,  if  the  fools  beneath  the  walls. 
In  quiet  watched  the  railers, 
They  shared  not  in  the  heavy  falls. 
Or  death  wounds  o'  th'  assailers. 

{Crosses  to  L.) 

Mont.  Still  caustic,  still  severe. 

Tri.  Where  can  she  be  ?    I  have  searched  over 

all  the  palace,  but  this  suite  of  rooms  ;  they  are  all 

concerned,  that's  evident.  {Aside.) 

Mont.  What  is  the  matter,  Triboulet  ? 

{Crossing  to  Triboulet,  and  going  up  again.) 
Mar.  You  seem  poorly,  perplexed. 

{Crossing  to  him,  and  getting  round  to  Tiis  place.) 
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De  B.  Yon  are  not  cheerful  as  usual. 

(Crossing  to  him,  and  getting  round  to  hisplace.) 
Be  P.  Excessively  melanclioly,  really.    (Going  up 
to  Triboulct.)    What  are  yon  thinking  about  ? 

Tri.  "  The  death  wounds  of  the  a8.sailers."  (Dp 
Pienne  starts  back.)  Gentlemen,  I  am  unwell,  I 
caught  a  cold  during  our  frolic  last  night ;  Marot 
(Crosses  to  7um)  I  hope  you  experience  no  ill- 
eifects  from  the  night  air;  'twas  an  excellent 
joke ! 

afar.  What  mean  you  ?  Last  night !— I  was  not 
out  all  the  evening — you  must  have  been  dream- 
ing. 

Tri.  Would  to  Heaven  it  was  but  a  dream— has 
the  king  appeared  yet  ? 
Lan.  Not  yet. 
Tri.  I  may  venture  to  awaken  his  majesty. 

(Going  to  the  C.  D.) 
Lan.  (c.)  His  majesty  has  given  orders  not  to  be 
disturbed. 

Be  B.  (l.  Talcing  Trihoulet  by  the  arm,  and 
moving  him  awaij.)  Triboulet,  here,  (eagerly.) 
Montmorency  has  a  capital  joke  to  tell  you. 

(Trying  to  get  him  from  the  door.— 
Triboulet,  who  7ia.s  been  veri)  anxious 
and  watchful  throughout  the  scene, 
perceives  a  handkerchief  on  the  table, 
and  seizes  it.) 
Tri.  No,  it  is  not  hers ! 

(Sinks  into  chair.) 

Enter  an  OFFICER,  L. 

OjjU.  The  minister  wishes  to  see  the  king,  upon 
business  of  importance. 
Lan.  The  king  has  not  arisen  yet. 
Offi.  I  ask  fonr  pardon,  marquis,  I  saw  him  with 
you  not  ten  minutes  since. 
Trt.  Hal 

(Triboulet  watches  attentively — Landry 
makes  signs  to  the  officer,  which  he 
does  not  observe.) 
DeB.   True  I— his  majesty  has  gone  cut  hunt- 
ing  • 

Offi.  Without  his  equipage?  pardon  me,  duke, 

it  is  impossible. 

Be  P.  This  is  most  excessively  annoying,  really ! 

Mar.  The  devil !  why  do  you  not  understand  ? — 

the  real  fact  is,  the  king  has  somebody  in  his  room 

with  him,  and  will  not  bo  disturbed. 

[^Officer  bows  and  exits  L. 

Tri.  (Bursting  out.)  Ah!  she  is  there!— she  is 
with  the  king ! 

Mont.  What  is  the  matter  with  the  fool  ? 

Tri'.  This  rage  is  xxseless,  impotent !  Gentlemen, 
the  female  you  last  night  abstracted  from  my 
honse  is  dearer  to  me  than  life  itself ;  restore  her 
to  my  arms,  and  command  me  as  your  slave ! 

De  B.  (l.  FiJh  a  goblet  and  drinks,  then  sings)  :— 

TriumpTiant  jeers  were  shouted  down, 
On  the  fool  who  watched  below. 

Tri.  (c.)  I  know  not.  Due  de  Brion,  what  re- 
strains me  from  dashing  the  teeth  out  of  your  head 
with  the  hilt  of  your  own  sword. 

BcB.  (l.)  Poor  Triboulet  he  has  lost  his  mistress 
—Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Be  P.  (r.)  a  serious  loss,  truly ! — the  ugly  beast 
may  never  win  another. 

Mont.  He  has  stolen  many;  'tis  fit  he  should 
lose  his  own. 

Tri.  Damnation !    Give  me  back  my  child 


Omnes.  His  child ! 

Mont.  Triboulet' s  daughter !  impossible! 
Tri.  Why  impossible  ?  is  it  strange  that  the  fool 
should  be  a  father  ?  Do  you  imagine  that  the  Lump 
upon  my  back  has  destroyed  the  heart  within  my 
bosom  ?  can  I  not  feel  ?  Give  me  back  my  child,  my 
life,  my  all !  (He  approaches  the  door— Landry  draws 
his  sword  and  opposes  him.)  Courtiers !  demons ! 
spawns  of  hell !  cowardly  wretches !  villanous 
banditti  I  (He  stands  in  the  c,  the  Courtiers,  enraged 
by  hislanguage,  half  draw  their  swords  or  daggers,  and 
form  a  picture.  Triboulet,  in  an  agony  of  rige, 
defying  them  all.)  Strike,  noblemen  of  France! 
complete  the  act  of  ravishment  by  murder  I  sheathe 
your  weapons  in  the  bosom  of  an  unarmed  man ! — 
Death  is  welcome,  could  I  but  save  my  daughter 
from  dishonour  I  (Pau.se.)  Reptiles;  how  much  has 
the  king  paid  you  for  the  destruction  of  my  child  ? 
(Crosses  to  L.)  Marot,  Clement  Marot,  yon  are  a 
poet,  the  voice  of  nature  has  peculiar  claims  on 
you  ;— tell  me,  where  have  they  concealed  her  ? 
join  with  me  in  requesting  mercy  from  these  savage 
ministers  of  despair — you  will,  will  you  not,  Marot  ? 
my  good  kind  Marot ;  my  excellent  friend  and 
playfellow!  (Pause.— Marot  smiles  and  goes  up.) 
Inhuman  monster !  dost  thou  smile  at  a  father's 
sorrow? — My  lords,  (throwing  himself  upon  the 
ground,  and  speaking  in  a  piteous  accent)  pity  your 
poor  Triboulet !  I  have  been  your  fool  for  many, 
many  vears  ;  do  not  destroy  your  plaything  thus, 
your  slave,  your  Triboulet,  who  has  so  often  made 
you  laugh.— Still  deaf !  still  dumb !— not  one  spark 
of  pity  for  the  poor  deformed  buffoon  ?  (Rising  up. ) 
I  know  not  what  I  can  say  more — for  God's  sake 
give  me  back  my  child!  (Fiercly.)  Lords!  brutes; 
devils!  give  me  back  my  child!  return  her 
instantly,  or  dread  the  frantic  vengeance  of  a 
parent !  Make  way  there  I  My  child  !  Open  the 
door !  (He  rushes  towards  the  c.  D. — Landry,  Marot, 
and  Montmorency,  draw  tluir  swords,  and  throwing 
themselves  before  the  door,  keep  Tribouht  off. — 
— Blanche  screams  within — the  noblemen  retire,  and 
Blanclie  rushes  out  in  confusion,  and  sinks  on  tlie 
stage,  c— The  noblemen  exit  R.  and  h.)  My  daughter ! 
my  Blanche!  (Lifts  her  up.)  What  is  the  matter? 
do  not  fear,  it  is  your  father  who  is  with  you. 

Blan.  Ah  I  I  dare  not  look  upon  his  face  ! 

Tri  Child  !  you  avert  your  head !  you  weep ! 
why  is  this  ? 

Blan.  Are  we  alone  ?  I  would  blush  but  in  thy 
presence 

Tri.  We  are  alone ;— speak,  my  child,  tell  me 
all. 

Blan.  Oh,  my  father!  'tis  I  am  guilty— I  have 
alllalong  deceived  you — I  have  known  him  for  some 
time;  last  night  he  crept  into  the  honse,  im- 
mediately   after     your    departure  —  Oh,    I    am 

ashamed 

(Hides  Tier  Tiead  in  Triboulet's  bosom.) 

Tri.  Proceed,  my  child;  proceed. 

(Kisses  her  forehead.) 

Blan.  For  many  weeks,  he,  this  young  man 

Tri.  Aye,  the  king ! 

Blan.  Followed  me  home  from  church,  I  knew 
not  he  was  the  king ;  I  was  carried  off  last  night, 
and  now,  you  see  me  miserable,  disgraced! 
(Trihoulet  runs  liastily  into  room,  c.)  Father,  dear 
father !  do  not  excuse  your  daughter's  shame. 

(Hanging    upon    Triboulet's   arm,    she 
drops  near  c.  D.) 

Tri.    Returning  with  a  dagger.)    He  has  escaped. 
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or  tliis,  his  dagger,  should  have  drank  the  tyrant's 
blood!  Tremble,  thon  regal  monster ;  my  cup  of 
sujBEering  is  full,  and  vengeance,  deep  and  deadly 
vengeance  alone  can  satisfy  this  bursting  heart !  my 
Blanche,  spared  to  me  by  the  pitying  hand  of  Heaven, 
what  art  thou  now  ?  thy  virgin  purity,  thy  spotless 
innocence,  balm  to  thy  father's  wounds,  hath  dried 
the  tears  of  blood,  shed  amidst  infamy  and  guilt ! 
My  curses  on  this  infamous,  unbridled  king,  who 
circled  by  his  licentious  court,  effaces  the  re- 
collection of  one  crime  but  by  the  commission  of 
another  still  more  dreadful.  Oh !  who  could 
imagine  that  his  pestilential  breath  should  pierce 
the  obscurity  of  your  abode,  and  soil  this  chaste, 
and  heavenly  brow  ?  King  Francis  !  monarch  of 
impiety  and  crime,  I  devote  thee  to  my  revenge ! 

{Looking  towards  the  liing's  door,  and 
raising  his  dagger.) 

Blan.  Avert  it.  Heaven !  for  I  love  him  still. 

Tri.  Mistaken  girl— dare  not  avow  it !  you  must 
detest,  abhor,  this  monster  of  infamy  and  lust. 

Blan.  I  love  him. 

Tn.  Has  he  not  wronged  thee  ?  deeply,  ii-repar- 
ably  wronged  thee  ? 

Blan.  T  love  him  !  do  not  be  angry,  father.  It 
may  be  wrong— still  I  love,  oh,  how  dearly  love 
him! 

Tri.  How  has  he  deserved  thy  love  ? 

Blan.  He  loves  me. 

Tri.  Foolish  grirl,  no. 

Blan.  He  has  sworn  it!  sworn  it,  father,  so 
gracefully,  so  fervently,  that  I  cannot  doubt  him  ; 
iiad  you  but  seen  the  tenderness  of  his  glance,  or 
heard  the  ardour  of  his  vows 

Tri.  Simpleton !  Blanche,  we  must  instantly 
leave  Paris — to-night,  or  ere  the  sun  rises,  should 
I  complete  what  now  remains  for  me  to  do. 
{Aside.)  Yes,  to  the  ruffian  who  last  night  en- 
countered me  in  the  street,  he  may  accomplish  it, 
and  by  one  little  blow,  revenge  the  father  and  re- 
lease the  fool.— (Crosses  to  L.)  Come,  Blanche  {he 
speaks  harshly),  to  business — we  have  much  to  do 
ere  morning  beams.  {She  hangs  round  his  neclc.) 
Nay,  nay,  I  am  not  angry;  kiss  me,  my  lovely 
bruised  fiower. 

[Eait  Trihoulet  and  Blanche,  L. 


SCENE  II.— Banks  of  the  Sei)ie.—On  the  L.  a  section 
of  a  house  occupying  two-thirds  of  the  stage— three 
sides  of  the  house  are  visible — with  a  door  in  each. 
— The  walls  exhibit  dilapidaiions,  and  the  furni- 
ture is  of  a  very  wretched  description. — At  back,  a 
parajiet  and  half-bridge. 

SALTABADIL  discovered  cleaning  his  sword  and 
belt.— MADELONNE  mending  an  old  jacket. 

Sal.  And  he  promised  to  call  on  you  this  even- 
ing. 

Mad.  Yes,  a  handsomer  man  I  never  beheld; 
his  eyes  are  full  of  grace  and  love. 

Sal.  Stutt'l— ishe'rich? 

Mad.  Few  soldiers  possess  much  spare  cash,  yet 
he  seemed  generous  euongh. 

Sal.  'Tis  well !— make  as  much  out  of  him  as  you 
can,  money  runs  most  consnmcdly  low.  I  have 
several  wine  bills  unpaid,  and  there  is  an  end  to 
my  professional  pursuits  at  once,  if  I  am  shut  out 
from  the  cafes  and  the  company  of  gentlemen. 


Mad.  'Tis  close  upon  the  time— Hark!    I  hear  a 

step  I 

(The  King  dressed  as  an  Officer,  comes 
down  the  street,  v.  E.  E.  and  knocks 
twice  at  the  door  with  the  hilt  oj  his 
Sword. — Tribouletj  in  his  cloak 
following.) 

Sal.  Who  knocks  ? 

Fran.  A  friend! 

Mad.  'Tis  his  voice — ^let  him  in! 

[^Exit  through  door,  l. 
(Saltabadil  opens  the  door.  King  enters 
Rouse — Triboulet  watches  him,  peep- 
ing through  the  keyhole  or  crevices  oj 
the  door.) 

Fran.  {Starting  at  Saltabadil's  appearance.)  Yon 
are  not  the  person  I  seek. 

Sal.  I  suppose  not ;  my  sister  will  be  here  anon ; 
there  is  a  chair — two  gentlemen  of  the  sword  can 
certainly  amuse  each  other  for  a  space. 

Tri.  Fortune,  I  thank  thee — he  is  now  in  my 
power. 

[Exit  IT.  E.  R. 

Sal.  That  sword  of  your's  seems  a  pretty  blade. 

Fran.  'Tis  so,  and  not  unproved;  it  has  left  its 
mark  at  many  a  hard  fought  field. 

Sal.  It  seems  a  rare  Toledo,  I  should  like  to  see 
it  nearer — nay,  to  feel  its  weight. 

Fran.  I  never  unsheathe  my  weapon  in  tho 
presence  of  mj^  friend — should'st  prove  a  foe,  you 
are  sure  to  see  it  near  enough ;  nay,  more,  to  feel 
its  weight ;  it  seems  you  profess  the  sword— of  the 
Scarecrow  Regiment,  I  presume. 

Sal.  1  serve,  like  you,  for  pay— I  wear  no  livery, 
and  put  up  with  no  affronts. 

Fran.  Nor  do  I  mean  to  give  any ;  fetch  a  bottle 
of  wine,  and  look  a  little  pleasanter,  d'ye  hear  ?  or 
the  appearance  of  that  cross-grained  phiz  must 
sour  the  juice  even  of  the  ripest  grape. 

Sal.  Your  soldiership  is  humorsome ;  I  do  my- 
self encourage  a  gentlemanly  hilarity,  and  will 
fetch  the  wine,  and  a  lamp  too,  which  the  shades 
of  evening  render  somewhat  necessary. 

{Retires  at  door  at  bach.) 

Enter  TRIBOULET,  leading  BLANCHE,  xT.  e.  r. 

Blan.  Dear  father,  whither  dost  thou  lead  me  ? 

Tri.  I  would  clear  thine  eyesight  from  this  mist 
of  prejudice,  which  blinds  thee  to  thy  seducer's 
crime.— You  love  him  yet  ? 

Blan.  I  do ! 

Tri.  And  know  not  wherefore  ? 

Blan.  Oh,  my  father,  I  have  been  bred  'midst 
strangers;  far  from  the  voice  of  nature,  or  the 
endearments  of  affection ;  I  have  passed  my  youth 
in  calm  content,  nor  knew  the  nature  of  a  stronger 
tie ;  you  came — told  me  I  was  your  child,  and  asked 
my  love— I  gave  you  all  I  could  command,  but  it 
was  not  the  fierce,  ungovernable  flame  which 
Theodore— I  cannot  call  him  king— illumined 
within  my  heart ;  he  has  done  me  nought  but  in- 
jury, yet  I  love  him,  and  alas,  I  know  not  why ; — 
he  has  wronged  me,  you  have  ever  served  me — yet 
such  is  my  love,  such  my  folly,  that  were  it  needful, 
I  could  for  his  sake,  expire,  as  readily  as  for 
yours. 

Tri.  Girl,  girl,  this  fondness  drives  me  mad !  yon 
think  he  loves  you  ?  would  you  continue  to  doat  on 
him  should  you  be  convinced  that  he  loves  you/ 
not? 

Blan.  He  loves  but  me— he  has  sworn  it. 
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Tri.  Look  this  way,  then,  lie  satisfied,  and  love 
no  more. 

(Leads  lier  to  the  door— sTie  peeps  through 
the  keyhole.) 

Blan.  I  see  him— how  handsome  he  appears; 
gracing  the  warrior's  dress,  and  like  the  glorions 
sun,  gilding  even  this  miserable  hovel  by  his 
presence. 

{Madelonne  runs  in  from  D.  t.  and 
jumps  into  the  Icing's  arms. — Blanche 
shudders.) 

Mad.  I  was  afraid  yon  would  not  come. 

Fran.  I  have  wished  too  much  for  tliis  meeting 
to  forget  it,  I  love  none  but  you. 

Blan.  The  same  words  he  used  to  me. 

{Triboidet  lehind  olserving  them.) 

Mad.  Nonsense— yon  have  twenty  others  whom 
yon  love — I  could  swear  it< 

Fran.  Why,  one  must  tell  the  little  devils  that 
one  loves  them,  but  I  am  a  devoted  slave  to  those 
bright  eyes.    Come,  give  me  a  kiss. 

Mad.  Be  quiet,  sir,  I  pray. 

(They  flirt  together.) 

Blan.  Father,  dear  father,  I  have  seen  enough, 
take  me  home ! 

Tri.  Art  satisfied  ? 

Blan .  Treacherous,  ungrateful  man !  how  has  he 
<leceived  me?  to  repeat  to  this  bold  and  wanton 
•creature  the  words  he  has  already  swoni  to  me. 

Tri.  Peace  !  no  tears !  leave  me  to  avenge  thee. 

Blan.  Do  all  that  you  may  desire. 

(Crosses  to  n..) 

Tri.  Thank  thee,  my  child  !  hasten  home,  and  in 
the  chest  which  is  near  youi-  mother's  portrait,  you 
will  find  the  garments  of  a  man,  put  them  on,  take 
some  money,  no  matter  how  much ;  provide  a  horse, 
and  gallop  instantly  to  Evi-eux ;  I  will  join  you 
there — but  above  all,  do  not  return  here— here  to 
this  scene  of  blood  and  jnst  revenge. 

Blan.  My  heart  sinks  within  me— come  with  me, 
father. 

Tri.  Impossible !  away,  my  Blanche,  away  I 

[^Embraces  her  and  conducts  her  to  v.  E.  R. 

Fran.  Some  wine,  ho !  and  quickly  too. 

(Trihoulet  returns  to  D.  —  Saltabadif 
opens  D.  in  F.,  and  enters  idth  wine 
and  lamp.) 

Sal.  Here,  captain,  is  a  bottle  of  my  particular— 
I  have  ever  evinced  much  care  in  the  selection  of 
my  wines,  knowing  that  a  gentlemanly  taste  in  the 
article  is  perfectly  indispensable  to  a  frequenter  of 
good  society. 

Fran.  I  admire  thy  gentility,  my  friend,  yet  know 
not  how  to  excuse  thy  impudence,  which  allows  yon 
to  place  that  ugly  muzzle  against  the  bright  eye 
and  cherry  lips  of  thy  sister ;  see  what  weather  it 
is,  and  hurry  not  upon  thy  return. 
Sal.  I  understand. 

(Saltahadil  goes  out— Madelonne  and  the 
King  flirt  together — Tnhoulet  watches 
Saltahadil,  and  as  he  is  passing  the 
parapet,  touches  him  on  the 
shoulder.) 

Tri.  SaltabadU! 

Sal.  Ah,  sir,  is  it  you?  you  want  my  assistance, 
I  am  sure,  or  you  would  not  seek  me  here ;— who 
is  the  man  ? — I  have  an  idle  eveuin"  on  my  hands, 
Jind  sliall  be  glad  to  earn  a  few  golden  crowns. 

Tri.  Right !  it  must  be  done  this  very  night. 


Sal.  Now,  this  Tionr  j  nay,  minute,  if  you  ■will. 

Tri.  And  what  reward  ? 

Sal.  Is't  perilous — the  deed  ? 

Tri.  It  is ;  when  done  'twere  better  tliat  you 
should  leave  Paris  for  a  while— I  have  a  passport 
ready. 

Sal.  He  is  of  consequence,  then  ?  no  matter,  a 
month's  tour  is  gentlemanly,  and  will  refresh  me. 
Fifty  golden  crowns  will  pay  all  expenses. 

Tri.  They  are  here. 

(Gives  motley.) 

Sal.  What,  beforehand  ?  nay,  then,  I  am  indeed 
at  your  command ;— who  is  the  man  ?  I  fear  not, 
even  if  'twere  the  king  himself. 

Tri.  'Tis  the  soldier,  now  flirting  with  thy 
sister. 


Sal.  An  easy  job ;  we  intended  to  bleed  him  in 
ly;  he 
potion,  and  the  coming  foulness  of  the  weather. 


another  way;  he  must  pass  the  night  here,  a  sleepy 


will  insure  it ;  when  Notre  Dame  toUs  forth  the 
midnight  bang,  I  shall  throw  his  lifeless  body  over 
yonder  parapet,  into  the  Seine. 

Tri,  I  will  meet  thee  there,  will  throw  it  in  my- 
self ;  and  mark,  dispatch  him  with  this  dagger,  and 
leave  it  sticking  in  his  worthless  carcase— fail  not, 
and  fifty  extra  crowns  of  gold  are  thine,  when  all 
is  done. 

Sal.  You  have  the  winning-way — your  argu- 
ments are  irresistible;  but  what  is  the  young 
fellow's  name  ? 

Tj'i.  Ahl  his  name  is  Grime  —  and  mine. 
Revenge ! 

[Exit,  t;.  E.  E 

Fran.  (In  Tiousc,  singing.) 

Women  often  change. 

Who  trusts  to  them  will  find 
They're  only  feathers  gay. 

The  sport  of  every  wind. 

Sal.  (In  a  low  tone  of  voice  outside.)  Aye,  sing 
away,  my  fine  fellow— six  inches  of  cold  steel,  and 
the  bubbling  of  the  river,  will  shortly  spoU  thy 
warbling,  I'm  afraid. 

Mad.  You  go  oftener  to  the  tavern,  than  to  the 
church,  I  should  imagine. 
Fran.  'Twas  at  the  tavern  I  first  met  with  thee. 

— Give  me  a  kiss 

Mad.  Go  along  with  you — you  are  tipsy,  sir. 
Fran.  Intoxicated  with  love,  that's  all— come,  you 
delicious  little  love  of  a  romp. 

{Seizes  her  round  tlie  waist.) 
Mad.  Be  quiet,  here  is  my  brother, 

(Saltahadil  enters  house.) 
Sal.  'Twill  be  a  rough  night— it  thunders  now, 
and  large  rain  drops  begin  to  fall— look,  'tis  well 
worth  while. 

(King  goes  to  door,  and  while  engaged 
with  Madelonne  in  looking  at  the 
Heavens,  SaltabadU  empties  a  phial  in 
his  cup. — A  flash  of  lightning  drives 
them  in.) 

Fran.  'Twill  be  foul  weather.  No  matter,  I  am 
sheltered,  although  not  out  of  danger,  for  the 
lightning's  play  is  nought  compared  to  the  rays  of 
those  all-consuming  eyes. 

Sal.  Come,  Sir  Soldier,  I  will  give  you  a  toast— 
"  A  purse  and  a  petticoat." 

Fran.  I  must  drink  that — "A  purse  and  a 
petticoat."  (Drinks.)  Confound  your  muddy  wine, 
one  might  as  well  drink  of  the  foul  ditch.  Made- 
lonne, sing  to  please  me. 

Mad.  Not  I,  i*  faith. 
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Fran.  Then  I  will  sing  to  please  myself — 

*  Women  often  change,  &c" 

KTavcns.)  You,  sir,  with  that  monstroiis  combina- 
fion  of  ugliness,  'yclept  a  face,  show  me  to  my 
chamber,  or  stable,  or  wherever  you  would  wish 
me  to  repose. 
Sal.  'Tis  here!  (Pointing  to  D.  in  f,,  l.) 
Fran.  (Taking  light.)  Ah,  I  see — confound  it,  how 
sleepy  I  am — one  chair,  one  bed,  and  half  a  table — 
seven  legs  amongst  the  lot— no  bar  to  the  door, 
and  an  open  window  frame ;— you  treat  the  wind 
with  hospitality,  I  observe. 

[E«it  D.  L; 

Sal.  (Watching  him  in,  and  whispering.)  Lucky 
wench!  you  have  decoyed  into  our  trap  the  man 
for  whose  death  I  have  received  fifty  crowns. 

Mad.  Must  he  too  die  ? 

Sal.  Certainly,  if  money  is  to  be  made. 

Mad.  He  is  a  charming  young  man ;  let  him  live, 
brother. 

.  Sal.  I  have  taken  earnest !  I  cannot  behave  un- 
gentlemanly ;  fetch  hither  the  large  black  mantle, 
which  has  been  so  often  useful  upon  these  occasions 
— it  must  now  serve  for  your  chevalier's  shroud  ! 

,  {_Exit  Madelonne,  T>.  in  F. 

(Saltahadil  takes  out  the  Bagger,  and 
sha^-pens  it  on  the  fioor.  BLANCHE 
dressed  as  an  Officer,  appears,  jj.  e.  k.) 

Elan.  I  covild  not  leave  this  neighbourhood  for 
ever,  without  once  more  endeavouring  to  see  the 
king,  and  tell  him  of  his  perjured  vows — my 
father's  threats  of  vengeance  trouble  me  ;  could  I 
but  speak  a  word  to  Theodore,  I  might  perhaps 
preserve  his  life.  (Thunder.)  How  awful  is  the 
reverberation  of  the  thunder,  it  seems  to  chide 
me  from  this  act  of  disobedience  to  my  parent; 
forgive  me,  my  father,  I  could  not  refrain. 

(Blanche  peeps  in  House.— -Madelonne 
enters  with  large  black  cloak.) 

Mad.  Brother,  I  have  been  thinking  that  you 
shall  not  kill  the  young  officer. 

(Storm  increases.) 

Blan.  Heavens  ! 

Sal.  Were  I  to  listen  to  your  ridiculous  stuff,  I 
should  kill  nobody. 

Mad.  You  have  no  personal  grudge  against 
him? 

Sal.  None;  he  is  a  captain;  I  am  myself  a 
gentleman  of  the  sword,  and  have  a  strong  regard 
for  him,  but  I  have  received  the  price  of  his  death ; 
the  sum,  munificent  in  itself,  is  to  be  doubled  upon 
the  delivery  of  the  body— the  thing  is  clear  enough 
—the  man  must  die. 

Mad.  When  your  employer  returns,  tell  him  yon 
have  slain  his  enemy,  and  so  let  the  soldier  go. 

Sal.  HeU!  do  yon  think  me  a  robber  or  a 
rwindler  ?    No,  no,  I  must  behave  gentlemanly. 

Mad.  Then  kill  your  employer  himself. 

Blan.  My  father! 

Sal.  And  lose  another  fifty  crowns  of  gold?— 
the  man  must  die. 

Mad.  He  shall  not,  I  will  wake  him,  and  let  him 
go. 

Blan.  Good  girl !  good  girl ! 

Sal.  And  hang  your  brother,  eh,  wench?  Get 
thee  to  bed,  and  leave  me  to  my  work;  'tis  almost 
midnight,  I  shall  barely  have  time. 

Blan.    I  will  alarm  the  guard !— ah,  no  I    the  I 


ruffian  would  denounce  my  father  ;  my  dear,  suf- 
fering parent,  I  must  not  injure  him. 

(Saltahadil  goes  towards  door,  l.) 

JSfad.  (Flinging  "herself  before  him.)  You  pass  not 
here  !  he  must  be  saved !  brother,  I  have  been  com- 
pelled by  dire  necessity  and  meagre  want  to  sanc- 
tion countless  deeds  of  blood;  but  this  young 
man's  life  must  not  be  added  to  the  damning  list. 

Sal.  SUence,  fool !  or  share  his  fate ! 

(Raising  his  dagger.) 

Mad.  I  care  not,  fear  not !  that  young  man  shall 
live. 

{Firmly. — Saltahadil  is  disconcerted,  and 
and  stands  meditating. — All  this  dia- 
logue takes  place  in  a  low  subdued 
tone,  hut  with  great  earnestness.) 

Blan.  How  can  I  calmly  listen  to  the  impending 
fate  of  him  who  owns  my  heart ;  whilst  tliis  poor 
girl,  who  loves  him  not,  willingly  perUs  life  in  his 
behalf ! 

Sal.  Harkye,  wench,  I  am  in  a  good  mind  to  cuff 
thee,  but  we  have  seen  too  many  curious  sights  in 
company  to  dare  defy  each  other — but  now  I  can 
wait  no  longer  ;  'twill  soon  toll  twelve,  the  hunch- 
back will  then  demand  his  prey. 

Mad.  Grant  but  an  hour. 

Sal,  Impossible ! 

(Seizes  lamp,  turns  Madelonne  from 
door,  and  enters  l.) 

Blan.  Oh,  God!  I  cannot  see  him  perish  thus.— 
Stop  !  murder !  stop,  in  the  name  of  mercy— help ! 
(She  begins  to  call  on  the  R.  of  the  Stage. 
— Madelonne,  who  has  thrown  herself 
into  the  chair,  hiding  her  face  in  her 
hands,  suddenly  starts  up,  upon  hear- 
ing Blanche,  and  opens  the  door. — 
Blanche,  still  speaking,  runs  in,  and 
falls  in  the  middle  of  the  apaHment, 
front  of  table. — Saltahadil  returns 
with  dagger  and  lamp,  through  D.  l. 
— Picture.) 


SCENE  III.— ^  Street.— Night—Storm. 
Enter  TRIBOULET,  in  Cloak,  much  agitated. 
Tri.  The  awful  daring  deed,  ere  this,  has  been 
accomplished;  and  full  and  deadly  vengeance 
soothes  the  anguish  of  my  heart;— Oh,  great 
revenge  !  a  monarch  bleeds  to  gratify  a  fool ! 
(Thunder.)  Roll  on,  thou  Heavenly  messengers  of 
fate,  and  with  thy  sulphurous  flash,  startle  the  foul 
delinquents  of  the  earth!— To  mc  thou  bring'st 
delight,  fit  music  for  the  grandeur  of  my  great 
revenge! — thy  elemental  war  seems  harmless 
mockery  to  the  raging  tumnlt  which  now  tears  my 
heart.— Methinks  I  could  bestride  the  thunder-bolt, 
and  traverse  the  astonished  world,  the  demon  of 
vengeance  and  despair !  The  time  must  have  ex- 
pired! —why  does  not  the  signal  greet  mine  anxious 
ear  ?  Oh,  my  Blanche !  should  I  escape  the  conse- 
quences of  this  deed,  safe  in  the  mountains  of  thy 
native  land,  happiness  may  once  more  cheer  our 
aching  souls.  (Low  whistle  heard,  R.)  Hark!  the 
signal !  now  then  to  glut  mine  eyesight  with  the 
body  of  this  cribe-stained  king !  and  then  to  horse, 
to  happiness,  and  my  child  ! 

lExit  E. 
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THE    COURT    FOOL. 


SCENE  IV.— Same  as  Act  III.  Scene  2. 


SALTABADIL  standing  at  door.— TRIBOULET 
enters  rapidly  from  c.  E.  ». 

Tri.  Is't  done  ? 

Sal.  His  body  is  within ;  the  hilt  of  the  dagger 
you  gave  me  rests  upon  his  breast — the  point  is  in 
his  heart. 

Tri.  My  trusty  friend ! 

Sal.  The  money 

Tri.  Is  here ! 
•    Sal.  The  passport 

Tri.  Here  too. 

Sal.  Right !— I  am  furnished  now  for  a  few  weeks 
tour— I'm  off  to  the  provinces!  Madelonne  can 
answer  all  inquires  here. 

Tri.  Quick,  quick,  the  body 

Sal.  'Tis  close  at  hand.    Do  not  come  in. 

[Exit  D.  in  F.,  L. 

Trt.  Now,  Francis  the  First,  you  will  meet  yoiu* 
fool  for  once  without  a  jeer,  without  a  biting  jest. 

SALTABADIL  re-enters,  with  a  body  well  wrapped 
■up  in  the  large  Black  Mantle. 

Sal.  Here,  lend  me  some  assistance  for  a 
moment. 

Tri.  Lay  him  down  here. 

Sal.  Had  we  not  better  fling  him  into  the  river 
it  once  ? 

Tri.  No,  no,  I  will  do  that  alone ! 

(They  lay  the  body  in  centre  of  stage.) 

Tri.  Now  then,  a  torch ! 

Sal.  The  devil !  a  torch  !  do  yon  wish  to  attract 
attention  ?  we  may  as  well  inform  the  patrole  at 
Dnco  what  we  are  about. 

Tri.  Well,  well,  leave  me. 

Sal.  r  intend  it.  Now  for  liberty  and  enjoy- 
ment! (Going,  u.  E.  R.,  stops  and  speaks  in  a  loxc 
voice.)  Do  not  throw  him  in  here,  'tis  too  shallow ; 
could  you  reach  the  bridge  unperceived,  you  would 
lind  deeper  water. 

[Exit,  u.  E.  R. 

Tn.  The  mightiest  of  the  kings  of  the  earth  is 
now  at  my  feet ;  at  the  feet  of  his  slave,  his  jester  ! 
—Hail!  Francis  the  First!  the  witty,  and  the 
brave !  your  poor  bulf  oon  bids  thee  hail !  What,  not 
a  word  ?  has  the  despised  Triboulet  dumbfonndored 
thee  ?  still  silent !  then  hear  me,  if  thou  canst— 
Dog!  (Kicking  the  body.)  Where  is  my  child  ?  my 
innocent  child !  of  more  value  than  your  jewelled 
crown.  You  stole  her  from  me,  and  returned  her 
disgraced,  dishonoured !  Dost  thou  hear  me,  king  ? 
Oh,  would  to  heaven  that  you  could!  'tis  I,  your 
slave !  'tis  I,  the  clod,  you  daily  kicked  and 
buffeted,  'tis  I,  who  have  caused  your  present  lowly 
state ;  yon  despised  the  impotence  of  your  buffoon, 
you  dreaded  not  the  vengeance  of  an  infuriated 
tatlicr !  I  wished  thy  life !  a  little  gold,  and,  lo,  I 
have  it— I,  who  have  licked  thy  feet,  now  strike 
into  thine  heart,  as  thou  hast  done  to  mine  !  Now, 
Francis  the  First,  to  thy  watery  grave,  and  see 


whether  the  fishes  of  the  Seine  will  venerate  th 
kingly  corse. 

(MADELONNE  hastily  opens  D.  in  i 
and  brings  out  the  KING — they  cro: 
the  front  apartment,  and  she    oper 
street-door — King  crosses  to  1  E.  B.  c 
if  going  off— she  returns  by  D.  in  ¥.) 
Tri.  Who  goes  there  ? 
Fran.  Ah !  Triboulet,  my  fool,  is't  thou  ? 
Tri".  Heaven  and  earth !  not  dead  I  not  here !  ai 
I  deceived  ?  or  is  it  the  spirit  of  the  slain  rejoicin 
in  its  freedom  from  the  worthless  clay  ? 
Fran.  Art  thou  mad,  fool  P 
Tri.  Dread  spirit,  hence!  nor  mock  the  lonel 
rapture  of  this  hour. 

Fran.  Explain  this  folly  if  thou  canst;  wha 
hast  before  thee ! 

Tri.  'Tis  he !  I  hear  him  breathe !— who  have  w 
here  ?  foiled  in  my  great  revenge !  Death !  Hell  !- 
who  have  we  here?  Darkness!  black,  impene 
trable  darkness!— no  star— no  light!  (He  has  b] 
this  time  uncovered  the  face  of  the  body.)  WhosI 
worthless  corse  is  this  ?  (-4  violent  flash  of  lightning 
illumines  the  whole  of  the  Stage.)    Oh,  God— m^ 

child  !  ''ff"  *■""'■■  iiTinY.  *Jja  Ka/?»i  ' 

Fra7i. 


(Befalls  upon  the  body. 
Help,  ho !  lights !  help,  ho  ! 


Enter  TOUR  LANDRY,  CLEMENT  MAROT,  ano 
Officers  with  torches,  Tow^ispeople  &c.,  v,  e.  r. 

Omnes.  What  is  the  matter. 

(M^arot  and  OJjico',  with  torches,  get  t.) 

Fran.  Some  dreadful  accident  has  happened  j— 
Triboulct's  daughter  has  been  murdered  ! 

Tri.  Aye,  slain  insteatl  of  thee !  but  thou  shalt 
not  escape  the  vengeance  of  a  fatlier !  thus,  un- 
armed as  I  am,  I  will  encompass  my  revenge! 
(Flics  at  the  king,  who  starts  back,  half  drawing  his 
sword. — Landry  i»itC(-po.scs.)  Everyway  foiled,  every 
way  outdone!  My  Blanche!  (Thromng  himself 
xipon  the  body.)  Mv  child  ! — dead !  cold,  all  hope 
has  fled  with  thee!  my  beautiful,  my  brave! — 
King,  she  loved  thee — this  heart,  which  trnlj-, 
fondly  beat  for  thee,  hath  met  the  wcai)on  destined 
for  thy  death!— Ah  !  this  dagger!  (Tikes  out  the 
king's  dagger,  which  i>i  supposed  to  have  been  stickin-j 
in  Blanche's  body.)  King,  'tis  thine! — memorial  of 
my  daughter's  wrongs — I  swore  to  see  it  buried  in 
thine  heart ;  behold  it  now,  reeking  with  thtr 
life-blood  of  my  injured  child  !  Vengeance  denied 
me,  hope  destroyed — life  must  be  a  curse — death, 
death  is  welcome,  for  it  takes  me  to  my  child !— King 
Francis !  'tis  vour  hand  that  strikes  the  blow ! 
(Stabs  liimself. — The  great  bell  of  Notre  Dame  tolls 
one.)  Ah!  the  bell  of  Notre  Dame!  St.  Vallier's 
curse !  I  feel  it  now— the  agonies  of  him  I  mocked 
have  fallen  on  my  head — my  child  polluted! — lost 
to  me  for  ever — Blanche,  my  love,  do  not  hasten — 
I  shall  soon  be  with  thee — Our  hearts'  blood 
mingling  even  in  death ! 

(He  draws  the  dagger  out,  kiftscs  it,  and 
falls  by  the  body  of  his  child.) 

THE  CURTAIN   FALLS. 
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]  My  Normandr    (Ballad) 


Aula  Robin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 

La  Svniiiiitliie  Valse 

The  Pilgrim  of  Love    (Komance) 

Dl  PescHtore    (Sonf?) 

To  Fur-off  Mountain    (Duet) 

']hc  Anchor's  Wcigh'd    (Ballad) 
t  A  Woman's  Heart    (Ballad) 
I  Oil  .Muuiitnin  Ilotrel    (Duet) 
>j   Vb'uvt.  how  Brightly  Beams  the  Morning 
1  The  Marriage  of  the  Roses    (Valse) 
.  Norma    (Duet) 

r,  Lo!  Heavenly  Beauty    (Cavatina) 
,  In  Childhood  my  Toys    (Bong) 
,  While  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 
.;  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 
;   1  lie  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 
•s   "etthoven's  "  Andante  and  Variations  ' 

111  that  Long-lost  Home  we  Love    (Song) 
I  Wlierc  the  Bee  Sucks    (Song) 
i   All.  t air  Dream    ("Marta") 
J  LaP'jtit  Fleur 
;  Anj'cls  ever  Bright  and  Fair 
(  \augtu.  e'er  should  Sever    (Duet) 
-,  'Tls  bat  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 
"-  My  Mother  bids  nie  Bind  my  Hair  (Canzonet) 
-  Coining  t)in>'  the  Kye    (Song) 
-  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea    (Ballad) 
,i  lell  me,  my  Heart    (Song) 
I  I  know  a  Bank    (Duet) 

Tho  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 
;-  ilomraageau  Genie 
;  See  what  Jfcretty  Brooms  I've  Bought 
1  Tom  Bowling    (Song) 
..  iHll  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee    (Ballad) 
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36  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (.Son^} 

37  Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep    (Song) 

38  Beethoven's  Waitxes    First  Series 

39  As  it  Fell  npon  a  Day    (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 

41  Why  are    you  Wandering    here   I   pray  ? 
(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 

43  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home,  Sweet  Home!    (Song) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night    (Song) 

46  All's  Well    (Duet) 

47  The  "Crown  Diamonds"  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

49  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Helm    (Barcarolle) 

50  Adelaide    Beethoven    (song) 

51  The  Death  of  Nelson    (Song) 

52  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Kose  of  Summer    (Irish  Melody) 

54  Tlie  Thorn    (Song) 

65  The  Lads  of  the  Village    (Song) 

66  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (Song) 
57  The  Wanderer  (Song) 
68  I  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 

59  Bid  Me  Discourse    (Song) 

60  Fisher  Maiden    (Song) 

61  Fair  Agnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Song) 

63  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish  Melody) 

66  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  Lark 

167  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  Series) 
08  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden  Hair  (Songl 
69  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 
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of  upwards  of  three  hundred  plays  already  published. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strnud.     All  Newsagents. 
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